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Summary: Losing both mother and limb at the age of 9, Hiccup has 
almost nothing in his life except for his father and his old grand 
piano. Now, 8 years after his mother's death. Hiccup is now in a new 
town, a new home and a new school where bullies, jocks and one 
beautiful blond plague him. But, he also has a gift; a wonderful 
talent with a piano. But can that save him? Rating may 
change 


1. Introduction 

What you are about to see, dear reader, is a look into the life of 
Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third whose mother was killed and his 
leg was lost. Lo and behold, an in depth look at this moody, 
melancholy genius. Enjoy 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The piano strings moaned and the keys plonked and plunked. The 
notes that emanated from the piano were strained. Tortured. The music 
that was supposed to thrill the listener and satisfy the player was 
now twisted, bent and distorted. The pianist frowned and stopped 
playing, his fingers no longer touching the ivory keys. The 
magnificent grand piano was now silent. No sounds touched any ears, 
no music played, no minds were touched. The pianist that was just a 
small boy sighed and rested his head against the keys, letting out a 
long dissonant chord. The boy moaned. He would never master this. He 
sat up and stared at the sheet music placed in front of him. Eor 
minutes or hours, he sat there and read and examined and read and 
memorized. Until finally, he rested his fingers upon the keys and 
began to play. Oh! What a feeling that boy had when the notes and 
chords that emanated from the piano were no longer horrid and 
instead, they were sweet and touched the ears with a lightness that 
would rival a feather. His fingers started to flow across the keys 
and a smile began to touch upon his face. He started to play faster 
and faster, until the wonderful noise that erupted from the strings 



of the piano were absolutely, amazingly deafening. His smile grew 
even larger and he began to laugh. He laughed and laughed and all the 
while, his fingers never left the keys. He soon reached the climax of 
the piece and he ended with a final, satisfying chord. He ran his 
fingers through his hair, hardly believing what he had achieved. He 
had done it. He jumped up and punched the air, hooting and crying out 
in gleeful victory. Suddenly, he heard his name called and he rushed 
out the door. His father and mother were taking him out to see an 
opera, something he had requested. He called out to them and 
clambered into the car. This was turning out to be a great day ! <p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The boy didn't even see the oncoming truck. Neither did his 
parents. They had reached a busy intersection and once the light had 
turned green, they started forward. In a split second, the truck had 
slammed into the side of the car. The resulting crash killed 3 
people. Of these 3 casualties, one of them was the boy's mother. The 
two other casualties were pedestrians that were caught in the way of 
the wreck. Of all those that could've survived, the boy did which 
was, in his words, ' unfortunate '. <p> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>- 8 years later -<strong> 

The room was dark, with only a few swathes of sunlight entering the 
room through closed blinds. The air in the room had a touch of 
something horrid. The dark grand piano that sat in the middle of the 
room was silent and it still had plastic wrapped around its legs. It 
had just been moved from halfway across the country. The boy, now 
grown into a healthy 17 year old, hefted the piano's seat into the 
room and set it in front of the keys. He sighed and sat on the seat, 
groaning as he did. He pulled up the right leg of his trousers, to 
examine his new prosthetic. It was a new model that should allow him 
to move faster and be a tad more agile. Its sleek, black carbon fiber 
shell was brand new, along with everything else, the joint, the 
'bone', everything. He tapped the shell and the sound that reached 
his ears was dull and short. He flinched involuntarily. He spent a 
few more minutes examining his new limb before pulling his pants leg 
down and putting his new foot on the floor. He ran his tongue over 
his teeth and turned his attention to the piano. He ran his fingers 
over the keys, gently pressing some to sample the sounds that they 
made. He then stopped and rested his hands near the center of the 
keys. Maneuvering his fingers into the right spots, he began to play. 
Oh, what I would give to make you hear this as well. I wish with all 
my heart, reader, that you too be able to hear the soft delicate 
melodies that came from that piano and from that boy. He played with 
distinct lightness and his tune was happy and fast though his face 
showed no emotion except a certain melancholy. 

Then, after the 3 minute mark into his gay (gay as in happy, dear 
reader. Music, good music that is, should never be called 'gay') 
tune, it turned from a wonderful romp into a dark, depressing trudge. 
His notes became more heavy and deep. His fingers no longer touched 
the keys and instead, started to press harder on them. His straight 
mouth now curved downwards at the edges. Now, he started to go faster 
and every time he increased the pace, the tune would get deeper and 
harder. That cacophonic, symphony of darkness filled the air and 
resonated in the pianist's ears. He started to slam on the keys. 



making the tune even the more louder until it became a deafening 
melancholy roar that makes one's heart tremble. 


Then the tune slowed and calmed and quieted but that did not make it 
any less depressing. Instead, the tune got even more miserable. In an 
unrelated note, should I die tomorrow, I would like this boy to play 
something at my funeral, preferably this song. 

Finally, after 10 minutes, he stopped. His fingers ceased to move and 
the room was now silent. And tears were springing from his eyes, 
memories of his mother resurfacing as they often do. He started to 
sob and he rested his head upon the keys, another dissonant chord 
ringing out. Behold, fine audience, this boy. The boy who lost his 
mother and his leg in one tragic accident, 8 years ago. Behold, the 
sad, disheartened, depressed, moody genius of a boy. What is this 
boy's name? Hiccup. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s note: Please tell me what you think of this. If 
it does well, I will continue it. If it doesn't do well, f*ck it. 
I'll continue it anyways . <strong> 

**Thanks for reading,** 

**-Ripley** 


2 . New Digs 

_Cold, cold and damn cold, this town is just the best. And what is 
with the name? Berk. Berk. BUUURRRKKK. I'm going to enjoy living 
here_. Hiccup thought to himself as he sat in the living room of his 
new house, with all the lights switched on. It was nearing the start 
of the new school semester in January and Hiccup had everything 
ready, that didn't mean was excited for his first day at school 
though. He still didn't see the logic in this move. His father and 
himself had lived a comfortable life in his old town. He had friends 
and contacts and relatives. Here, in '_BURK', _he had no one, no one 
except his father. 

His fingers twitched and flexed involuntarily as he sat on the couch, 
being as they were, so used to dancing across piano keys. He was in 
nothing but his boxers and a grubby old t-shirt. He flicked through 
the channels, finding nothing interesting. As usual, there was 
nothing to watch except for crappy romantic comedy movies, reality TV 
shows about models and their melodrama, cartoons that were 10 years 
too childish for him, more reality TV shows about something or other 
that absolutely no one cared about. He kept clicking and clicking and 
clicking, finding nothing he liked until he finally shut off the TV. 
He rubbed his sore eyes and sat still for a minute. He closed his 
eyes and tried something his father had recommended to him to help 
ease his nerves, some meditation. He relaxed and cleared his mind, 
easing back into the couch. He took deep breaths, in and out, in and 
out. Then, he felt actually at ease. He felt calm and without worry. 
He let a small smile appear on his face. For the first minute. Hiccup 
was at peace, the outside world no longer existing. 

In the second minute, he became aware of a certain humming. A quiet, 
dull hum that barely reached his mind. He paid it no mind. It could 



just be the refrigerator and it's loud, ever-constant drone. It could 
be the next-door neighbor cutting his grass with his unreliable, 
relic of a lawnmower, though why he would cut his grass at this hour 
was a mystery. It could be his other next-door neighbor's dog having 
sex with the other dog Hiccup's next-door neighbor had. Like I had 
said, he paid no mind. 

But, after another minute, the small hum had grown louder. It filled 
his ears with an uncomfortable ringing. He tried to ignore it as a 
break in focus would result in a break from his new found peace. 

In the fourth minute, the hum that had grown was now thunderous and 
resounding! It drilled its way into Hiccup's mind, destroying his 
peace and causing him to open his eyes and curse. He screamed in 
frustration, clenching his fists and slamming his head onto the 
couch. Then he noticed the thunderous, deafening, ear-splitting noise 
was gone. It had left him. At once, he knew what that noise was. 

Well, for god's sake, you must be saying, what was it? Who was the 
culprit? Who disturbed Hiccup? Hiccup's father has a saying, for when 
Hiccup would finally stop playing the piano. He would say to Hiccup, 
_"Hiccup, the second you stop playing that piano, silence turns into 
unbearable noise." _Have you guessed who did it? Well, my dear 
reader, should you lack the mental capabilities of figuring out the 
major clue that I have left most generously for you, I will help ease 
your mind. Silence is noise. Noise is silence. Poetry my dear reader, 
poetry in short glory. 

Hiccup ran his fingers through his hair. He then looked at the old 
grandfather clock his father had managed to buy at a flea market. 5 
o'clock. Oh, he still had some time. He looked at his fingers and 
found them tapping against the arm of the couch. He quickly stopped 
himself. He heard him stomach rumble and discovered that he hadn't 
eaten for 8 hours. Perhaps that's why he felt so miserable. He stood 
up and walked into the kitchen. 

The kitchen was a small rectangular room that connected directly into 
the dining room. The wall that separated the kitchen and dining room 
had a small wide window frame with a wooden counter. The kitchen also 
had a window that stretched across the entire wall. That window 
currently had curtains drawn across it. Hiccup trudged into the dark 
kitchen, gently scratching his arse. Ahem, sorry, reader, perhaps I 
should leave details like that out next time. So, returning to the 
story. Hiccup trudged into the dark kitchen, not gently scratching 
his arse. Instead hea€ 1 Was picking his nose. He wiped his finger on 
his shirt and opened the fridge, the cold blue light smashing into 
his eyes. He groaned and squinted, partially shielding his eyes with 
his hand. His eyes finally adjusted to the light. 

He parsed the contents of the fridge that he had painstakingly 
organized by alphabetical order in one of his bouts of sheer boredom. 
He found a Pepsi can and some leftover pasta. He pulled them out of 
the fridge and set them onto the rustic granite countertops. He put 
the pasta into the microwave and started to heat them up. As he 

waited for the pasta to heat up, he noticed his father had left a 

steak knife on the counter top. His eyes instantly snapped onto the 
metal blade. He suddenly felt his fingers twitching and tapping. He 
took a step forward and gripped the handle of the knife, lifting it 
off of the counter. He ran his tongue over his teeth, a habit that 
had an intense hatred of death. A dangerous thought crossed his mind, 

for the 20th time that year. He sneered and roughly pulled open a 



drawer, almost throwing the knife into the drawer. He slammed the 
drawer back. Then the beep of the microwave filled the kitchen. He 
took the pasta out of the microwave and gently setting it on the 
counter, not wanting to make a sound. He pulled open a different 
drawer and pulled out a fork. He picked up the plate of pasta and 
walked over to the window. He started to eat, chewing slowly. His 
father's cooking had improved dramatically over the past few years. 
After 3 bites, he buried the fork in the pasta. He set the plate down 
for a second to open the curtains. The curtains gently drew open and 
darkness greeted him. The glow of streetlamps managed to touch 
Hiccup's eyes through the window. The stars filled the sky and the 
moon hung low. 5 o'clock. AM. Not PM. He picked up the plate of pasta 
and continued eating, staring out into the sky. He would need to get 
into bed soon, just to trick his dad into thinking he had slept. 
Hiccup opened the Pepsi can and drank heavily from it; enjoy the 
sweet taste as it ran over his tongue. Oh, that's good. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s note: I really got a good response on that first 
chapter and I'll be continuing this story. Also, if anyone's 
wondering. Airship is still alive. I never give something up, I just 
put it down for a minute. Anyways, enjoy ! <strong> 


3. Sleeping Problems 

Hiccup sat at the dining table, taking another uninterested bite out 
of his bowl of cereal. He wasn't that hungry, he had just had an 
entire plate of pasta just an hour ago. He continued to eat though 
his eye wondered towards his father, who sat across from him and was 
enveloped by a newspaper. His father. Stoic was a big and burly man, 
aptly named as well. Stoic turned the page and continued to read. For 
the past 5 minutes, there had been a tense silence, much to Hiccup's 
discomfort. As addressed earlier, dear reader. Hiccup and silence 
didn't enjoy each other's company. Stoic turned another page and 
finally set the paper down, looking at his son intently. He examined 
his son's face, looking for evidence for some as yet undiscovered 
crime. He then leaned back in the hair and played with his beard with 
a finger. Hiccup looked up at his father, not keen on such close 
examination, "What is it?" Hiccup said in cruel bluntness. 

"Did you have a good night's sleep last night son?" Was Stoic's 
response. Hiccup set his spoon down, placed his hands on the table 
and calmly responded. 

"Yes, fahther." Stoic let out a small chuckle, "What's so funny?" 
Hiccup demanded, once again with cruel bluntness. 

"Son, can I tell you something?" Silence, "You're a shite liar." 

Stoic with a smile on his face. 

"What gives it away?" Hiccup said, starting to eat again, gently 
slurping the milk in his spoon. 

"You, dear boy, have a very distinct tell." Stoic explained. 

"Tell? What is this? Poker?" Hiccup interrupted. 

"No, it's not poker and if it was, I would honestly be able to say 



you'd be losing son. Whenever you lie, your fingers twitch." Hiccup 
paused, looking at his fingers. They were still dancing their forced 
dance. Never stopping for rest or pause. They tapped and turned and 
twisted and twirled. 

"They always twitch." Hiccup said. 

"Yes, I've noticed that but normally these little finger dances are 
small, subtle. Hardly noticeable. When you lie, the dances turn from 
a calm, waltz into something you see nowadays. You need to control 
those fingers of yours boy." Stoic explained. 

"Very poetic father. Did you just come up with that?" Hiccup 
interrupted with a strong drizzle of sarcasm. 

"Har har, son. Look, you need to be more natural when lying. When 
someone asks you where were you, you don't just give them a sentence. 
Make it longer, make it seem like you're actually talking to 
them . " 

"Dear god dad, when you become an expert liar?" 

"Since poker every Friday night for the past 5 years son. Next time 
you tell a lie, look someone right in the eye, hide your hands and 
make sure you're talking to them." Stoic summarized, leaning forward 
now with his hands upon the table, "How much sleep did you 
get ? " 

"About an hour." Hiccup said quietly, only a few more slurps from 
finishing the bowl of cereal. Stoic reached across the table and 
cuffed Hiccup across the back of his head, eliciting a cry from 
Hiccup, "Ow! Jesus, what was that for?" Hiccup felt the back of his 
head, rubbing it gently. 

"Dammit Hiccup! You need more sleep; you can't keep going on like 
this! What happened to your meds?" 

"I don't like taking them." 

"Why the fuck not?" Hiccup cringed at that curse word. Stoic rarely 
used them with him. Ears so used to beautiful sonnets and moody 
operas recoiled at harsh language. 

"They make it hard to think, slows my response time, can't play as 
well." Hiccup felt his fingers twitching again. 

"You can't play as well? You find it hard to think? Son, insomnia's 
hard and you need those meds. Come on boy, why do you always have to 
make this so hard?" Stoic threw his hands up in frustration, a very 
childish gesture from a grown man, "How long has it been since you 
got more than 3 hours of sleep?" 

"Uma€ 1 " Hiccup paused, thinking back, "About a week." 

"A week?" Stoic mumbled a quiet _Jesus Christ, _"Son, you need more 
sleep! Just because the meds make you less of an excellent piano 
player, that does not justify death by sheer exhaustion. What other 
things do you need to get to sleep aside from the pills you're 
_supposed _to take?" 



"I don't know. How about a warm body to curl up next to?" Hiccup 
stopped eating completely and leaned back, imitating his father's 
pose. Hiccup's eyes turned into a maelstrom of silent fury. 

"Oh for crying out loud Hiccup! I'm sorry for tearing you away from 
her! But this is going to be good for us! I have friends here and I 
can finally start my own construction firm! You can't fly underneath 
someone else's wings!" Stoic started to raise his voice, though only 
marginally. But to Hiccup's finely tuned ears. Stoic might as well 
have been using a loudspeaker, "I know you liked hera€ 1 " 

"LIKED HER?" Hiccup jumped up, the chair toppling over and voice full 
of white hot rage, "I LOVED HER!" 

"It's just young love son! You'll get over it!" Stoic didn't raise 
his voice in return or even stand up. He remained seated and knew he 
had to take some heat. Hiccup needed to let out some steam and why 
not on him? He hadn't always been the best father, "You'll find 
someone new Hiccup, people always do." 

"SHE WAS THE ONLY PERSON I LOVED! AND SHE LOVED ME BACK! AND HERE WE 
ARE, IN THIS SHITHOLE BACKWATER TOWN!" Oh, the tyranny of young love. 
Dearest audience, I find it safe to assume that most of you have 
experienced the cruel, grip of young love. That feeling of boundless 
want held back by rolls of barbed wire that dig into your heart. I, 
myself, have experienced such pain. Eor me, it was a fair blonde 
lassie from the emerald Isle. Eor Hiccup, it was a lovely, 
raven-haired young girl named Heather. He loved her but unbeknownst 
to him, she didn't. Instead, she chased after another boy with the IQ 
of a potato salad and the strength of a goddamn Ox. 

"HiccupaOl I'm sorry. I don't know what else to say but you'll find 
another girl." Stoic tried to calm his son, "You should get out of 
the house more, there are a lot of attractive young girls your age in 
this shithole backwater town. Don't worry about it son, the school 
starts in a week." 

"A week?" Hiccup turned from a raging volcano into a sleepy, green 
meadow. Chaos to peace. 

"Yes son, a week." Stoic had his hands up, in defeat, surrender and 
resignation, "And I'm sure you'll find someone new." 

"Yes, yes. I'm sure that I will. ThanksaO 1 Eather." Hiccup sat down 
and finished his cereal, fingers prancing all the way. 


4. Meeting Someone New 

**Author's note: HAPPY LATE NEW YEARS! AND CHRISTMAS! AND IE YOU READ 
AIRSHIP THEN YOU'VE SEEN THIS MESSAGE ALREADY! HOORAY! Anyways, I 
hope you've all had a good time and I'm back. This may not be my best 
piece since I haven't touched a keyboard for two months. And also, 
I've done a new thing with the narrator so that he's a little more 
humorous. If you think that the narrator now just doesn't fit with 
the tone of the story or whatever your reasons are, leave a review 
and tell me that. Don't worry, I read all the reviews (much to the 
delight of my ego) and I'll fix any problems you have (within 
reason) . Now that you've read this incredibly long and pointless 
paragraph, ENJOY!** 



><p>The piano rang out with all its melodic glory. Each note 
beautiful. Each delicate chord enough to make a heart melt. The time 
was noon and Hiccup was practicing, again. Eor Hiccup, music was his 
favorite pastime. Where others his age had their interests sunk into 
videogames (though Hiccup still enjoyed some of them) , girls, cars or 
sports, he was busy with his piano. He spent almost every waking 
minute polishing, playing, tuning and adjusting his most prized 
possession. This was one of Hiccup's morea€ 1 Ahem, <em>cheerful 
<em>pieces. After his father had made a rather morose joke about 
depression and wrist slitting. Hiccup switched paces from grim, dark 
and moody to happy, chippy and joyful. Hiccup's heart wrenched with 
each note that wasn't below the middle C. Happiness was always hard 
for Hiccup to grasp properly. Perhaps, he could be classified as an 
_Emo? _0h dear god, what an _ugly _word, Jesus, who would use such a 
foul word? Oh right, you people. No, no, no. Not _Emo_. Possiblya€l 
Erma€ 1 Depressing. Yes, that's the word, depressing. Hiccup's ears 
pricked as he heard the door open and his father's voice, "Alright 
Hiccup, I've got a meeting. I'll be back in an hour or so. See ya." 
Hiccup called back a loud yes. The door closed and Hiccup ended the 
song instantly. Hiccup smiled and leaned back, hands in his hair. 

Now, to the good stuff. And with that note. Hiccup started playing 
again, his fingers dancing across the keys and dark notes flying from 
the strings. 

The house to the right of Hiccup's house belonged to Snotlout Tha€ 1 
Thoera€ 1 Thora€ 1 All right, in all honesty, I'm having a little 
trouble pronouncing the last name. Ok, from now on, I will be 
introducing characters by their first name unless that character is 
either A) a doctor, B) professor, C) someone with a profession who is 
customarily addressed by their last name. Besides, Snotlout isn't all 
that important anyways. He's not even a main character. He's a 
supporting character. Sure, supporting characters are vital to the 
story but he's not even that vital. He's mainly just a plot device 
that introduces the reader to Asta€ 1 Hang on, let's start a new 
paragraph . 

So yes, Snotlout Whatever. Technically his parents own the house 
so... Damn it, off topic again. Apologies. Okay, now, what was the 
point of these last two paragraphs? Oh right, just useless 
exposition. Snotlout was what you would expect from the most 
stereotypical jock on dearest planet Earth. Extremely athletic and 
extremely strong along with the IQ to rival that of a common potato 
salad. But he's not the character I want to talk about; I want to 
talk about Astrid Hofferson. Oh hey! I remembered her last name! 
Astrid Hofferson, a feisty, beautiful blonde with a personality so 
colorful that it could rival Picasso during his blue period (hint 
hint, Picasso's blue period wasn't that colorful, in fact, it was 
rather depressing but isn't that the whole theme of this story?) . She 
was funny, smart and beautiful, all rolled into one. And somehow 
she's dating the dumbass, meat-sack I just introduced 6 sentences 
ago. Of course, today was a little different. Today, Astrid and 
Snotlout weren't in busy in the act of coitus but rather; they were 
fighting as they usually did. What were they fighting about? Oh this 
and that, not really important, after all, this is just a plot device 
so, let's just leave it at that. 

Back inside the house. Hiccup could hear their argument quite 



clearly. In fact, it seemed like they were having it in their front 
yard. In truth, however, that was not what was happening. The fight 
was actually taking place in the living room of Snotlout's house but 
to Hiccup's finely tuned ears, they might as well have been standing 
next to his window. He groaned and banged his head on the keys of his 
piano, clenching his soul at the sour notes that his piano produced 
and inwardly apologizing to his piano. He also felt a little weird 
considering he just apologized to a piano. The sound from his piano 
slowly faded away and now all he could hear were the shouts coming 
from next-door. 

_I'm sorry but you're acting like a total bita€l_ 

_Shut up!_ 

_Fuck you!_ 

_You're a piece of shit!_ 

_Why ' d you do this Sno..._ 

_I said I'm fucking sorry !_ 

_OH MY GOD SHUT THE FUCK UP_ 

Were some of the colorful pieces of dialogue that Hiccup managed to 
pick up. For some reason, he started to chuckle. These people and 
their useless problems, he thought to himself. Oh, what he wouldn't 
give to shut those people up. Hiccup continued to listen, trying to 
pick out whatever their fight was about and for the next 5 minutes, 
the fight seemed to rage on, never to end. After those 5 minutes. 
Hiccup was only able to make out a few details concerning a troubled 
relationship, someone cheating with some, quote unquote, big-titted 
slut. Yes, 'titted'. It's not even a real word! As I'm telling you 
this story, the word 'titted' is currently underlined by a red, 
squiggly line. Not only that but that previous sentence is now 
underlined by a green, squiggly line. And so is this one! Pardon me, 
I'm getting off topic again, I'm sorry, today's been quite tiring, I 
keep forgetting I'm telling you a life-changing story. And that 
useless rant just took up 67 extra words! Ahem, 
continuing . 

Suddenly, Hiccup heard a door open and slam shut. Intrigued, Hiccup 
walked over to the side window and peered out. Standing by the fence, 
was an amazingly beautiful blonde, her long hair flowing down her 
head like a golden waterfall. Her beautiful eyes and her pale, 
slightly freckled complexion. He couldn't help but gawk. She had 
tears streaming down her face and she was staring off into the 
distance. Then she turned her head only to notice Hiccup standing in 
the window, looking at her. She looked at him and he looked at her. 

He waved and she walked away. Hiccup stood by the window for a 
moment; hand still in the air trying to make a wave. That was rude, 
he thought to himself. 


5. Surprising News 

**Author's note: I DID IT! I'VE FINALLY UPDATED THIS! YIPEE-KI YAY 

MOTHERTRUCKER ! Sorry its taken me a while and this chapter is in no 
way a good way to make up for my laziness but I'm sorry. I really 



just didn't know where to go after that last chapter. Sorry. 
Apologies. g§ • a • «g§ • a •®gsla , • a, ' e”±a ! (Japanese for FORGIVE ME, MY 
EMPEROR! I think) Enjoy!** 

**PS Also, I know this off topic but has anyone heard 'Hero' by 
Pegboard Nerds? I don't usually like music like this (JK, I'm 
bullsh*tting you) but its really good, in my opinion. Link! 

/ IgHrShv* * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup scowled at his reflection in the mirror, mouth curling 
into an animalistic sneer, one can almost see his teeth as his upper 
lip curves upward at the left. He drops it and smiles a large grin. 
Suddenly, the sneer looked more at home on him. The smile made him 
look like a psychopath, hell-bent on murdering some poor gaggle of 
high-school students at camp. What was the name of that movie? Never 
seen it. All he needed was a bloodied chainsaw and he would be 
perfect for the role. What was he doing? Practicing his facial 
expressions, of course, seeing which fits him most. So far, passive 
hostility with the gritted teeth seemed to enjoy itself on his face. 
Other kids do this too right? No? Nevermind. He then looked down on 
himself. What was he wearing? Goddamn school uniform. If he was at 
his old schoola€ 1 No, no, no. He would be wearing his own clothes 
(not that there was much variety anyways) , now, he would just be 
another number. Another one of <em>them<em> . Eunny how he says that. 
_Them_. Why such disdain? Why such contempt? Such scorn? He had never 
fitted in, that much was for sure, but it had given him a sense of 
protection. He had always known he was the better man. He always was 
the better man. He had talent. He had a gift. He didn't even need a 
goddamn computer to make good music. All he needed was his piano and 
his fingers. He could even play a particularly wonderful sonnet with 
only 5 fingers. School was tomorrow and he was just trying on the 
uniform, under much strain from his father. Well, it was under the 
pretense of 'making sure it fitted'. Of course the goddam thing 
fitted, he had already tried it on weeks before. He guessed his 
father just wanted him to not be in just underwear and a t-shirt. 
Then, oddly, a real smile graced his face. He was just thinking of 
that blonde haired girl he had seen across his fence and waved at. 
That had been 6 days ago. How can he still remember that? He didn't 
even remember what he had for breakfast (oh, by the way, he had 
toast, jam and, most importantly, crispy bacon, you can't bloody-damn 
forget the bacon) . The uniform consisted of drab, olive colored 
khaki, very akin in color to the uniforms that used to be worn by 
British soldiers in India whilst India was still under colonial rule. 
There even was a goddamn tie! Who makes children wear a goddamn tie! 
Who was he? Goddamn Artemis Eowl? Yes, _that _Artemis Eowl . He shed 
his clothes without a second thought and rushed downstairs. 

Time sped past without a second though and it was already noon. 

Hiccup was sitting on the couch, laptop on lap, headphones plugged in 
and fingers busy on the keyboard. Being such a good pianist, his 
nimble fingers allowed him to manipulate and control his virtual 
character with much ease. He was currently single-handedly destroying 
an entire 64-man team in Battlefield 4. Thata€ 1 Is skill, my friends. 
Pure goddamned skills. He had just taken someone's head off when his 
father. Stoic, burst through the doors, grin on his face. Hiccup's 
gaze turned momentarily from the screen to his father, then his gaze 
shifted back. Whatever it was, it could wait 2 minutes anda€ 1 15 
seconds. He would've praised his father for getting such a great. 



high-speed internet connection but he had already done that earlier. 
Broadband internet connection with a backup power system in case the 
power lines somehow go down. He destroyed yet another jet (RACK UP 
DEM KILLS HOMIEaC 1 Never saying that again. Apologies) and brought 
down the entire left side of an entire house, exposing the enemy 
squad inside it to virtual death incarnate. He grinned as he checked 
his kill count. 238 kills to 8 deaths (lucky rocket, lucky shot, jet, 
jet, lucky shot, fall damage, getting run over by stupid teammates, 
helicopter crashing on his head) . He looked down at himself for the 
first time in hours. Since when had he put on a shirt? And shorts? He 
tossed the headphones he was wearing off of his head and turned to 
face his father, who was sitting at the counters, idiotic grin still 
plastered on his face, "What?" Hiccup inquired. 

"Nothing son." Stoic managed through forced back laughter. 

"What? I'm not in the mood for games." 

"Oh really?" Stoic walked over towards the couch, leaning over 
Hiccup, peering at the computer screen, "Your kill count begs to 
differ . " 

"Eine. I am in the mood for games. What's going on?" Hiccup sighed, 
he turned back to his screen, quickly checking his newest unlocks. 
More goddamn useless camos. 

"Well, I met with your music teacher from the school and, he seems 
very interested in getting you to perform for him." 

"A performance?" Hiccup scoffed. Why perform? What was the point. He 
already knew he was excellent, he didn't need everyone else to say so 
for him to know so, "Must I?" 

"Yes, you must. Don't worry, it'll just be him and the 
class . " 

"Class? Wait, wait. I'll be performing in front of more than one 
person?" Hiccup's voice seemed to tremble. 

"Yeah, what's wrong about that?" Stoic played with his cufflinks, 
adjusting them. It annoyed Hiccup when he did that, "It's not like 
it'll be in front of the whole school, just your class." 

"More people means more attention! I don't want more attention 
father! I just want to _secretly _be the best, not let everyone know 
I ' m the best . " 

"How do you know you're the best?" Stoic had fallen into a trap, 
"Never mind. Of course you're the best, though you could use some 
humility. Why do you want to be _secretly _the best when you can let 
everyone know you're the best?" 

"Because I don't want people talking to me. I much prefer being 
alone." Hiccup turned his head away from his father and started 
another online match, leaving the headphones off. He wasn't that 
disrespectful . 

"Hiccup, look, it'll just be 19 other people plus your teacher, it 
won't be that many. Its not like high school kids care that much 
about music. You'll be fine." 



"No I goddamn won't be." 


"How do you know?" 

"Gut feeling." Came the short response. 

"Well, you're gut's wrong. You're going to do perfectly. Just erm..." 
Stoic paused, "If you could refrain from trying to get the other kids 
to hang themselves, that ' d be appreciated." Stoic disappeared with 
that. Hiccup turned away and put his headphones back on. He was about 
to spawn in but then, he racked his mind trying to recall which piece 
was his most happy. After 5 minutes of sitting and thinking (much to 
the rage of his BF4 teammates who were getting destroyed) . Fantasie 
Impromtu. Yes, that would do. Not only is it happy (ish) but it would 
show his mastery over the piano! YES! Oh, danke-schoA«n Frederic 
Chopin. He ran through the piece in his head, making sure he wasn't 
missing a thing. 

He then returned to pwning nOObs. 

Goddamn, 128 to 4. This kid is a goddamn gaming master. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>If you must know, yes, I have to include these 
references. Why not?<strong> 


6. Getting Ready for School 

**I know it's been a while since I updated this so I thought, why 
not? Might as well. Yes, so I am sorry about not updating this for 
about 7 months but I've been focusing on Airship. Anyways, I thought 
an update might be in order. Hopefully, I'll get more out the door 
but no promises. ** 

**Anyways, enjoy.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>First day of school. First day of school. Hiccup repeated those 4 
words over and over and over again his head. That was only 4 hours 
away. 4 AM. Another night without sleep. Another bloody night without 
sleep. What he wouldn't give to just be able to pass out like his 
father could. Of course, he couldn't, if he did, he would probably be 
more amiable. He looked outside the window, still dark. He was 
already dressed and ready to go. Everything packed, everything he 
needed. He nodded and slowly backed away from his bed and finally, 
his room, clunking prosthesis as quietly as he possibly could. <p> 

He walked to the kitchen and started to find something to eat. 

Cereal, bacon, toast and some jam. Big hearty breakfast this is. Of 
course, he gobbled it down easily. He had been on something of an 
insomnia streak, even though he hid it well. It had been 3 days since 
he last slept and though that didn't affect his gamer skills, his 
pianist skills or his general ' f *ck-all-of-you ' attitude, it did 
affect his appetite. He was bloody starving! He set his plate on the 
table and paused, part of the plate still gently resting on his 
fingers. He let the plate clatter to the table and sprinted up to his 



room and came back, laptop in hand. He opened it, switched it on and 
dug in as the thing started up. Being the ravenous, hungry little 
shite he was, he finished everything before the computer was even 
done starting up. 

When it did finish, he first opened up the internet and instantly 
scrolled over to the some obscure (or not so obscure) humour website 
that he enjoyed going to. After laughing at a video series of how 
Harry Potter and Co. would've really turned out (drug addict and con 
man) , he exited out of the browser and rubbed his eyes, groaning as 
he did so. He had four hours left so what was he to do? He looked 
over at the piano and shook his head, he didn't want to wake his 
father up. He opened up the folder that contained his massive 
collection of games and scrolled through. He shook his head and 
opened up Steam, going over every game in his library. Once again, 
nothing. He ran his hand though his hair and when he pulled it away, 
he found his fingers trembling. In an attempt to calm them, he 
started up the game he used to kill time. DOTA. That would make him 
feel better. Just a few matches. One, two, three or four, it didn't 
matter. Of course, he said a few matches but slowly, he got into the 
rhythm and for the next few hours, the only sounds in the room were 
the sounds of his keyboard clacking and click-click-click-rampage . Of 
course, he didn't stop till sunrise but that didn't bother him, he 
was just too busy focusing on other things. The only way he knew he 
had played that long was hearing his father come down the stairs, 
yawning and groaning, "Son? Is that you?" 

"Oh shit." Hiccup said under his breath and called out, "Yeah! It's 
me dad ! " 

"What the Hell are you doing up so early? Oh wait, let me guess, you 
didn't sleep at all did you?" Stoic grumbled as he appeared in the 
doorway, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes and pulling his pyjamas 
pants up. One thing that always amused Hiccup was that Stoic still 
wore pyjamas like he was still a boy, "What ' re you playing 
now? " 

"DOTA." Hiccup said. Click-click-click, "Why are you up so early?" 
Click-click-click. 

"I set an alarm. I'm going to drive you off to school then I'm going 
to look at the property." Ah right, stupid narrator! I've forgotten 
to mention why Hiccup and his father were doing in a new town. Stoic 
was just starting a new job as the top brass in a local branch of 
some big major corporation mult i-nat ionalaO 1 thing. I've honestly no 
idea what this corporation does whatsoever. Accounting? F*ck it, I 
give up, "You've got to get ready for school." 

"Oh right yes, school. Education! Important skills for the future!" 
Click-click-click . Hiccup said sarcast ically , finding it in him to 
smile. This was one of his better days. Most of the time, he found 
himself skulking or in the depths of another one of his moods, "You 
been there?" 

"I've seen the campus, yes." 

"What's it like there?" Click-click-click . 


"It's fine Hiccup. You won't have to worry about ceiling tiles 
falling on your head. You'll be fine Hiccup now get changed." 



"Must I? I'm nearly done." He said. Click-click-click-rampage . Hiccup 
smiled once more, nearly there. Nearly done, "Honest, you can take a 
look yourself." Stoic grumbled something incoherent and trudged over 
to his son's side of the table, looking at the same screen and 
scratching his head absentmindedly . 

"Am I supposed to be impressed?" 

"Just look at my stats!" Honestly, the only reason Stoic let Hiccup 
play this much videogames was because it was one of the only things 
that kept him happy or at least non-suicidal . He swallowed hard, 
remembering that one time. No, he would never let that happen again, 
not to his poor boy. Whatever it takes, that's never happening again, 
"I'm wrecking these poor bastards." 

"2-t-l, amazing." 

"Wrong guy, my name's beneath his." Hiccup corrected. 
Click-click-click. 

"29-t-l. That's actuallyaCl quite impressive Hiccup, I'll tell you 
that." Stoic had no idea what was going on whatsoever but so long as 
Hiccup was happy, "Now get changed, the big flowery tree thing is 
destroyed so get your a-r-s-e into g-e-a-r." Stoic said, walking away 
into the kitchen to seek out food. Hiccup nodded and set his computer 
to sleep before dashing off into his room. 

Stoic entered the kitchen and groaned, shaking his head at what he 
had found. Fresh pot of coffee half gone at this time in the morning. 
He knew that Hiccup had the strangest of sleeping patterns and he 
knew that Hiccup tried to keep them under control but it certainly 
wasn't working. What a dilemma Hiccup found himself in. He drank 
coffee to stay awake during the day, make sure he don't fall asleep 
in class but often times that coffee is what keeps him awake at 
night. Somehow the caffeine doesn't go through his body normally. It 
had a tendency to linger and that sure wreaked havoc on Hiccup. Stoic 
sighed and looked back into the dining room, shaking his head. He 
poured himself a cup of coffee and downed it all in one go, quickly 
washing the mug out in the sink before setting a pan on the stove. 
Eggs, ham, sausages and toast. What a way to start the day. He heard 
Hiccup's footsteps and the familiar clunking of the prosthesis as he 
lumbered his way back to the ground floor. Stoic turned back to look 
at the dining room. Hiccup was still none too pleased about the 
school uniform, tugging at his collar and tie, finding he had tied 
the damn thing too tight. 

"So that's what the uniforms look like." Stoic commented, seeing 
Hiccup fiddle with his tie, "What's the matter?" 

"Tied it too tight." Hiccup said as he walked into the kitchen, 
smelling his father's cooking. Stoic kneeled down so that he was 
level with Hiccup and loosened the knot, before planting a kiss on 
Hiccup's head, "Thanks dad." 

"Anything for ma wee lass." 

"Don't embarrass me would you kindly?" 

"I'll try my best!" 



"You better not dad, lest you want still me to perform." Hiccup 
grumbled, still jaded at the fact that he had to perform one of his 
smaller pieces. Over the years, he had composed some truly 
magnificent epics, truly magnificent if I do say so myself. The only 
problem with his self-written pieces was that they had the slight 
tendency to make everyone in the room want to slit their wrists, 
including Hiccup. Still though, _Fantasie Impromtu _by Chopin was 
still a major piece, even if most students have never even heard of 
Chopin. Heh, American education system. 

Ahem, sorry about that. Bad narrator. Bad. 


7 . First Day 

**Figured it was about time I updated. There'll be more coming, you 
have my word. You also have my word it won't take 2 years. Leave some 
feedback if you enjoyed the new chapter because I haven't worked on 
this story in 2 years. ** 

**Hope you enjoy,** 

**-Thomas** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup spotted the school five minutes before Stoic had stopped 
the car by the sidewalk to let him off. It might've looked like an 
ordinary highschool but to Hiccup, this might as well have been Mount 
Doom in the barren wastelands of Mordor. Hell, nothing seems to grow 
in this desolate, frigid town anyway. It all seemed off to Hiccup, 
the windows too big, the doors too small, the walls too bleak and the 
colours all wrong. No, he didn't like the look of this place at 
all . <p> 

"Have a good day, son." Stoic said just before Hiccup opened the 
door, "I'll pick you up whenever it is you get let out." He added, 
absentmindedly . 

"That's very reassuring. You have a good day at work, whatever it is 
you do." Hiccup responded in much the same way. 

"Aye, I'll be sure to do that." Stoic retorted with a smile, making 
Hiccup smile in return. Hiccup pulled open the door and stepped out, 
a blast of that great, burning cold January air smashing into his 
face. As he breathed in that cold, sobering air, he looked down at 
his prosthesis that seemed so integral to him and frowned. How would 
these people react to him missing a leg? In his old school, people 
had grown used to him walking around with the thing on, hearing it 
click-click-click through the hallways. But here? He was only missing 
the part of his leg below the knee, which meant his degree of 
movement was higher than most missing a leg but it was still 
apparent. He had tried to pull some shoes over the exposed metal end 
of the prothesis, so that people wouldn't notice it but that hadn't 
worked out well for him. 

He hoped that the thing didn't click too loud today. 


"You okay there, son? You do have classes to get to." 



"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. I'll see you later." Hiccup said, leaning to 
pull his bag from the back seat, filled with nothing but a pencil 
case and a few books, which felt like a full metric ton bearing down 
on his back. 

"If you survive!" Stoic shouted jokingly, just before Hiccup closed 
the door and Stoic drove off. 

Hiccup turned to look at the school, hefting his bag onto his 
shoulders. He sighed and started walking. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup pushed open the door into the hall and the first thing 
that hit him was the noise. Dear God, the cacophony of it all. 
Talking, shouting, lockers banging, sneakers squeaking against the 
floor, books hitting the ground, swearing, the shriek of some 
un-oiled door. It was almost deafening to him, he who had spent his 
days in a house away from the outside world and all the racket it 
contained. He almost wanted to cover his ears.<p> 

Instantly, as soon as he stepped through the door, his prosthesis 
clicking on the linoleum floors, a hundred different set of eyes 
turned in his direction. Hiccup's heart began to pump in over time, 
flooding his system with adrenaline and oxygen. If he chose to, he 
could probably run all the way home within 5 minutes, no more. His 
legs tensed, ready to jump into action at any moment. His mind raced 
with all of the things he could do, narrowing down all of the 
options. He made up his mind. The muscles in his legs readied 
themselves and he gripped the strap of his bag tightly. No turning 
back now. 

He took a step forward. And then another, and then another. The 
students turned their gaze away and back to whatever it was they were 
doing before but Hiccup could catch hints of conversation involving 
him. Of the many names that hit his ears harder than a bullet were 
'cripple', 'ugly' and 'most likely mentally challenged'. He swallowed 
hard and did his best to ignore it. He would probably have to get 
used to it, he mused melancholically . He averted his gaze towards the 
floor and tried his best to pick out the patterns in the black and 
white floor. 

He took a few more steps before he was suddenly stopped in his tracks 
as he thudded into someone. He stumbled backwards and almost expected 
to be confronted by a muscle-bound, tweaked-out-on-roids jock that 
was twice Hiccup's height (and who most likely played on the 
'football' team and has _totally done it with, like, a hundred girls, 
duuude_) and then get pummeled into the dirt. Instead, a pudgy boy 
that was just a little shorter than Hiccup stood in front of him, 
smiling widely. 

"Hey! You're the new kid, right? Hiccup?" He asked, energy beaming 
from him. 

"..." Hiccup didn't say a word. 

"Ah, cmon, don't be shy! The name's Fishlegs." He said, offering a 
hand. Hiccup looked down at it like it was some sort of alien 
appendage he had never seen before. He hesitantly took it and shook 



Fishleg's hand with all the energy of a dead, well, fish. 


"Your name is Fishlegs?" Hiccup spoke, trying to project his voice 
but only finding a low whisper escaping. 

"Sorry, say that again?" Fishlegs asked. 

"Your... Your name is Fishlegs? Is that your real name or..." 

"No, no, no," Fish interrupted, "That's just a nickname. I've had it 
since I was in pre-K and its never been dropped since." He said that 
last part in a sort of defeated way and Hiccup wasn't surprised. 
Fishlegs wasn't an easy nickname to have for most of your life. 
Despite this. Hiccup was starting to be won over by his seemingly 
endless enthusiasm. 

"Come on. I'll be in your Home Group. I'll be showing you around the 
first few days so that you don't drown." He chuckled loudly. Hiccup 
managed to choke out a few awkward haha. He didn't get it but he had 
to be polite, "Your locker's this way." 

Fishlegs led him down the corridor and brought him to a set of old, 
beat-up looking blue metal lockers. Hiccup's was on the top row of 
lockers, which was at about chest height. Fishlegs handed him a new 
lock and showed him how to change the code. Hiccup thought for a 
moment about what set of numbers to put and then inputted 25-10-69. 
Hiccup tossed in his bag and pulled out his pencil case before 
following Fishlegs to Home Group. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid sat at her desk, idly tapping a text out on her phone. A 
friend had asked her what was going on between her and Snotlout. 
Astrid wrote out a short and concise 'nth' (short for nothing, if 
you're not fluent in that God-Awful language people insist on using 
when texting or online in general) and then tucked her phone into her 
pocket. Obviously, something had happened between them. The gossip 
wheel was on fire. Everyone who knew anyone was talking about it. 
Snotlout and Astrid breaking up? Relationship in peril? Oh, the 
humanity ! <p> 

She leaned back in her chair and waited impatiently for the bell to 
ring so that something would happen. Better than doing nothing, she 
thought to herself. 

She looked at the empty seat beside hers at the very back of the 
class. New kid was coming today, she remembered. What was his 
name? 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Fishlegs led Hiccup towards a door that looked like any other to 
Hiccup but Fishlegs assured him that he would get a hang of the place 
'in due time'. Hiccup didn't want to know what due time meant. 
Fishlegs opened the door and walked through first, holding the door 
open for Hiccup in a very gentlemanly manner. Hiccup had a feeling he 
didn't do this often, since Fishlegs was in a sort of curtsey-pose as 
he held onto the doorknob. He looked at Fish for a moment, wondering 
what on Earth he was doing. Eish looked up at him and cocked his head 
towards the room, as if to say, "Get in here, man!" Which Eish then 



hissed quietly to Hiccup.<p> 


Hiccup walked through the door and saw a frizzly brown-haired teacher 
smiling at him. She wore a strange brown sweater that looked 
hand-knitted and a pair of trousers that were just a little too large 
for her. He looked at the board and saw 'Ms. Greene'. 

"Oh, hello, you must be Hiccup!" Ms. Greene said, walking over to 
Hiccup to get a better look at him. Hiccup glanced back at the door 
and saw there was no lock on it. He could probably outrun this woman, 
especially since she was wearing heels. No matter what movies said or 
showed, no woman could run at any good speed in heels. None. Not 
without twisting an ankle at least. 

Hiccup didn't say a word in response. Ms. Greene seemed to be filled 
with a manic kind of unholy energy that seemed strange for a teacher. 
It was almost like she enjoyed teaching, like she enjoyed being in 
the presence of hormonal, emotional teenagers going through the 
strange and rough time of adolescence for five days a week, week in 
and week out. Hiccup felt a little disturbed by that thought. 

"Well, why don't you save the introductions for the class? Stay up 
here for a moment before the bell rings." She instructed him before 
turning to Fishlegs and thanking him for helping out Hiccup. 

About a minute later. Hiccup realised another thing that was 
different about this school. The bell sounded like a shrieking 
cat . 

The rest of the students began to take a seat in the classroom, the 
noise starting to quiet until silence filled the room like an 
uncomfortable, toxic cloud. 

"Students," Ms. Greene announced excitedly, standing before everyone 
and gesturing towards Hiccup, "We have a new student today! Why don't 
you introduce yourself!" 

When Hiccup didn't move from his spot beside her desk, she pushed him 
to the front where everyone stared him down with hostile and 
inquisitive eyes, eyes that made Hiccup squirm in his skin. He didn't 
enjoy this, not at all. He just wanted to take a seat and be done 
with this. Undue attention wasn't something he wanted. 

"Err..." He swallowed hard, finding his throat parched, "My name is 
Hiccup, I'm from Canada." 

"How old are you. Hiccup?" 

" 17 ." 

"Would you like to tell us anything about yourself?" 

"No . " 

"Any hobbies? Anything you enjoy doing?" 

"No . " 

"Oh, well then, I... I guess you can take your seat unless the class 
has any questions?" 



A hand rose from the front of the class, a blonde girl who Hiccup 
mused looked like the one he had seen some days previous near his 
house but he realised that this one didn't look quite so pretty. In 
fact, she seemed rather stuck-up. 

"Yes?" Ms. Greene said. 

"What's wrong with him?" She asked bluntly, giving Hiccup a cold 
look, like she was looking at a manikin, someone who didn't even 
exist . 

"E-excuse me?" Ms. Greene stammered. 

"He's missing a leg, he's a cripple." 

"Now! That is no way to talk about Hiccup! He's not crippled, as you 
can see he can walk just fine! I expect you to show him and people of 
lesser abilities more respect!" Ms. Greene snapped in a puffed-up 
anger. The blonde girl leaned back in her seat non-chalant ly , like 
she had dealt with teacher outbursts all her life, "Now, if anyone 
else has any sensible questions, I think Hiccup can take a seat 
now . " 

Ms. Greene pointed out the empty seat at the back of the class to 
Hiccup and he nodded his thanks. He made his way down the rows and 
rows of desks until he reached his. He slumped into his seat and let 
out a sigh. 

Astrid looked at Hiccup as he half-sat, half-collapsed into his 
chair. She looked down at his prosthesis and then back up at him. 

Then she thought that there was something familiar about him. She 
examined him closely, his face, his hair, his eyes, trying to 
remember where she had seen him before. The convenience store? The 
mall? Where? 

Hiccup noticed a pair of eyes burning a hole through his skull. He 
looked to his right to see Astrid staring at him like a cat staring 
at food. He swallowed hard. He recognised her instantly. He raised a 
hand and started to wave, giving a small but strange smile, like he 
hadn't smiled in ten years. 

She waved back and offered him a smile in return before turning to 
look at Ms. Greene. It wasn't much of a smile, just the barest curve 
of the lips but it was enough for Hiccup's heart to skip a beat. 
Maybe, just maybe, school wouldn't be that bad. 


End 
f ile . 



